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A SEASONABLE CHARACTER. A PENNY DREADFUL. | 


Not an English penny dreadful, but 2 French one, called 
“La Belle Julie "—the Beautiful Julia—published ina cheap 
form, the perusal of which led to the murder of a master by 
his apprentice. 

M. Rigolet. a well-to-do, kind-hearted confectioner, at | 
Bourges, in France, took an apprentice, one Joseph Went- | 
zeis, aged thirteen, Though so young, a more consummate 
villain it would be hard to imagine. He waa idle and im- 
pudent, spending most of his time vagabondising about 
the streets, and committed numerous small thefts: from | 
M. Rigolet’s stock. Nevertheless, he was treated with great | 
kindness—more, indeed, like a son than anything else. 

But at last his conduct became so unbearable that bis : 

master turned him out of doors, and he left, saying the 
household would hear more of him before he nad done, 
However, a few davs after this, Joseph's uncle, the Abbé : 
Wentzeis, a priest held in great esteem: by all who Knew | 
him, interceded for the seapesrace, and indneed My Rigelet { 
to take him back into his house, Tt wats an anlueky day 
when the good-natured man did so, 

Hardly had the miserable boy got reinstalled in his piace 
than, his heart full of his scheme of venseanice, hecontrived 
to steal a lons-pointed Knife, which he carefully sharpened 


; (lng ot the pessimist abe . ' 
= ' Wov, it's a liberal e out No fooling about for him with virginsof And his lofty scorn at offers of assistance to see him “upstairsh"! Why, . + : ” 
~ tae alone, s un oe doubtful age or complexion. He jnst he'd consider ieworiogs if he went to bed with his boots aff on ‘Gitetase and hid away. With this weapon, on Mucust van. ISS}, he 
> nner, Soff to sclects the prettiest girl inthe room and night. Such men should be treasured in this * lemon-squash“ age. But the lav inambush. about nine o clock atnight, in anangle of the 
staircase up Which his master was in the habit of going 


carrics her straixht to the mistictoe. L.P. does not always appreciate virtue. 
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every evening to a room above where he worked at hi: trade. 
Wien the confectioner, little dreaming of his fate, approached the 
spot, the little w retch rushed from the dark corner where he had 
Iw crouching, and plunged the knife into his master's breast, 
The biade entered his lungs, and he died a few minutes later, 
having but had the time, ina stifled voice, to call his wife to him 
and tell her who was the assassin. 

When pat upon his trial, Joseph Wentzeis calmly explained to 
the court that he had conceived the ideaof the crime after reading 
“Ta Belle Julie,” of which the hero is an assassin, aged fourteen, 
Who commite a similar murder, knowing at the time that he does 
so that, by the French law, he can only be coutined ina house of 
correction until he is twenty-one years of age, 

This young scoundrel, Wentzeis, knowing this, was content to 
take his eight years’ imprisonment in return for the gratification 
of his revenge. The trial took place in the early part of November, 
Ix8si. so that if this ornament to society is still alive, he is now 
again at large—a strange law, 

The scenes in court were very pathetic. The wife of the mur- 
dered man, while weeping bitterly, recounted the numerous acts of 
kindness her husband had shown the youthful assassin, The 
father of the accused then came forward to implore mercy at the 
hands of the jury ; but when he had tottered into the witness-box, 
he had only strength left to wring his hands and weep. He, how- 
ever, asked if he might be permitted to kiss his boy, and, takinz 
the head of the little fellow between his hands, he .-vered it with 
kisses and uttered piteous cries until the officers of the court led 
him gently away. 

According to the medical evidence, the boy was perfectly respon- 
sible for his actions, and the jury found him guiity ; but, owing to 
his youth, young Wentzeis was considered to have acted without 
discernment, and he was only condemned to imprisonment in 
house of detention, ns previously stated, until he should reach the 
age of one and twenty. 

Certainly the young ruffian knew what he was about. 

* * * a * a 
LAITEST FROM THE APPY OME. 

inn consequints off the advent off mery xmas, mean billum ay 

turn a noo leef an joina Him clars. wee ar reform, 
(Nert week, The Woman Areline.” ) 


TO CORRESPONDENTS. 


Ss 

*,” Correspondents wishing their MSS. or Sketches to be returned, 
should inclosea stamped envelope large enough to contacn the 
contributions submitted, Do not inclose loose stam ps. 
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We inserted answer, JACOB, Many, many weeks ago. 4 
Had 


hardly our fault, BUNIEE, That your humour will not flow, 
we any space, FP, WALTE Weed insert your letter too, If you 
send us stamps, IMANDO, Sketeh will be returned to you, Ltather 
too inrolred, Miss BURTON. 7ry some other style, A VoTE, Thanks 
for kind remarks, ADMIRER, Jn your pleasant little note, Abse 
lutely wrong, A, MUSHMAN ; [ow conld we control it there ? 
Naughty, naughty, WixsoMe GIRLIE, What a eurse to be so fair, 
ALLY cannot tell for errtain; Drobablyat once, WS WASTE, Quite 
a little diamond, LAURA, Jaa bow of pearl incased, 
——e— 
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JUMBLES AND GINGERBREAD. 


—— 


Robinaon, Vm not surprised that Americans profess such a con- 
tempt for titles. 

Poofly, \ndved! Why so? 

Robinson. Why, every American Congressman is termed 
“ Jlonourable,” you know, so you can quite understand how the 
feeling arises. 


PARTS 


s 

One of the most awful noises we ever heard in our lives was at 
the supper given after the “ Friv.” rehearsal the other night. The 
clashing sound of the extra ladies trying to play at honey-pots in 
their suits of fall armour was something too dreadful to reflect 
upon, Tt would have turned the tune elephant stone deaf in the 


twinkle of an aukle. e¢ 


* 


Cutely. T shall have to take my landlord out on the spree again. 

Muflins, What for! 

Cutely, Why, vou see, whenever he and the landlady quarrel 
they sulk, aud that means peace and quietuess for a week at least. 


s 
* 


OF all the gay cities I've dwelt in, 
On this side or over the sea. 
Only one have T happiness felt in— 
Feli-City always suits me, 
bap 

Jenks, What's all the excitement about ? 

Bienks, Why, you know the party of Londoners that the Squire 
invited down to shoot the coverts? Well, they've been and gone 
and shot something, 

Jenks, Whol One of the keepers? 

Blenks, No; U heard say it was a pheasant, but I'm going over 
to see. 


= 
* 


THE Old Man turned up strong at the Cattle Show. Still, I 
think he must have been a little bad, or why should he have tried 
to tear off the prize pig's tail for a corkscrew, and to open his 
bottle of * Unsweetened” with it. And [I don't think, too, there 
was any reason why he should have mistaken the prize bull's 
horn for a polony, and tried to bite an inch of it off to squeuch 
his hunger, “* 

s 
ScENE—Ruailivay Carriage. 

Cheery Passenger (wishing te open communication). Fine, brisk 
morning. Isn't it nice seasonable weather, eh? 

Digqnified Pasarnger, Sir, you have the advantage of me. 

Cheery Passenger (quite unabashed), Oh, dont mention it ! that 
isn't your fault. vouknow, There's no pride about me, [im thank ful 
tysay. [Deynctied passenger learcs hurriedly at the newt station, 


J— 


FASHION FANCI 


No. 452.—The * Christmas" Costume. 


BY 1 b . 
MEETING OF DIRECTORS. 
And she has just sent # letter 
to the manager of the “ Friv.,” 


saying she was in bed very ill, 
and could not attend rehearsal, 


ES.—By Miss Sloper. 


“Now, you little brat, perhaps you'll leave 
off."—“ Never use harsh measures when deal- 
ing with children,” said Jones later to his wife. 


Alice, Are you really happy in your married hfe? 


Gertrude, Rather! 


Ye Pantomime Season again, and 
appearance of ye villain of ye piece. 


afi. 


We have leaps of quarrels, and T always win. 


had the best of us, Give me an instance.” 
“They hadnt got to learn Latin.” 


“Tn some respects the Ancient Romans 


| 


(Saturday, December 24, 1909 


McGOOSELEY has been rather on the job lately. The or; 
he called in when the Old 'Un was sleeping peacefully e Nee 
Hang me if he didn't mistake the dear creature's nose ates f 
n quarter of brisket and a ha'penny carrot, and aIGtI iN 
ik mustard, ae to get a good chunk off by way of a "i aed 

emperance and moderation ARE great blessing yee 
bane of the beanless bounder, ¢ » J ene oMOD IE 
~ 


Dramatic Author, In my new play I kill off all the ¢! 
at the end of the first act. os 

Dramatic Critic. The deuce you do! 

Dramatic Author, Aud in the second the heirs quarre] a: «| 
law, while the third act winds up by the lawyers dividitn< 1). - 
among themselves, pb 

Dramatie Critic. Humph! remarkably realistic. But 
not have been better to have used a little imagination. anid 
aneet the ol to nate ineleias the money ? ea 

ramatic Author, It would have been too im able. old nus 
The public would have laughed at the idea. probable, ok) tis, 
- 


* 
ENDLESS quacks have told us plainly 
They will cure us of our ills 
If we'll only take their nostruma 
And their wondrous patent pills. 


But the stream of our afflictions 
All their physics cannot atem ; 

And the only cure they make, is 
Of the faith we had iu them. 


. 

Merchant. Can you give me any news of your son, sir? | 
not seen him at the office for three days. 

Father, The young rascal! The—er—er—young scounir. 
cut him off with a shilling!) Pil—— 

Mervhant. I'm afraid you ean spare yourself that trout!) 
believe he has cut off himself—to America with the coutents «: ; 
cash-box, . iis 
ss 

Poor McGooseley ! Ina few short weeks he will he com) 

‘co say, With Othello, that his occupation is gone, The voir 
England's senators will awake the echoes of St. Stephen's: 1. 
words of wisdom will fill the papers, the serson of pudding wi 
rer, and the champion sea-serpent specialist will be cast one nop 
ipon Fleet Street’s charity, and cadge his wwopennorihis, as; 
yore. ** 

s 


Jones, What a horrible perverter of the truth that fellow Sri 
sto be sure! That las: yarn he spun us was @ most urtificu se, 

Brown, Do you think so? | don’t. 

Jones. Why not? 

Brewn, Why, you could see through that ina moment, but yon 
can’t see through an artificial eye, you know. : 


. 

HERE is nothing like the innocence of sweet, sunny, eviv < 
hood. It was Selina Shankytop, who thenght that street 
bolts were invented so that the squeaking sound of drawing thes, 
down should drown the sibilation of the parting kiss on the sin. 
door mat, *\° 


“Mr. SPEAKER! I rise to horder,” said an ignorant but co -- 
quential M.P. who had made his money in admanner not un 
nected with a provision establishment. “The Hon, Memb» 
feel decidedly more at home in calling for one.” sus 
opponent; and yet again the reporters up in the gallery ini: 
polated their notes with laughter. 


s 
Tom (ta his sister). Why don't you practise, Dora? You 1 
touch the piano now, 
Dora, What's the good, you old silly?) You forget I'm ce: 
s 8 


SWEET “ Patience ‘ona Monument” 
Sounds very pretty, we'll admit ; 
But unsuccessful doctors see 
More of their patients under it. 


s 

Spiffins, Your hat wants brushing badly, old man. 

Spoffina, Bex pardon, deah boy, but you're wrong—quite wron:. 

Spiffins, Ow! How's that, bai Jove? 

Spoffins, Why, it has been brushed badly atready—t.e wrou. 
way, iu fact, aud now it wants brushing properly, d’ye sce: 

s ¢ 
. 

First Dear Friend. Fauey, dear, young Welthiman eaied : 
me last night, and took me to the thea re, 

Second Dear Friend (hervically suppressing a spas of 
Oh, the dear fellow! thow thoroughiy unselfish he is: 

+ * 

“Do you always adopt that tone when you talk toa genteni 
asked the pompous and exacting diner of the wearied wa 
“Never,” was the calm reply of the knight of the napkins 9 
then everyone within hearing tittered, and the P. D. rus! 


to find the manager iu astate bordering close upon acute apo es.. 
s 6 


s 

Clara. 1 wae at Mrs, Miffin’s last night, and young Lord Kuss ~ 
who took me down to dinuer, 

Zucy. 1s he clever? : oe 

Ciara. Clever! Why, ie never opened his mouth all dint 
time! 

Lucy. Poor young thing! T wonder what took away lis pp: 
tite? “P’r'aps he had the toothache. 


Clara. Lucy, you're a f ee [20 be continued corr! 
* 


NEVER bully a carpenter if you can help it; the p 


always has a good deal to put up with, 
= * 


cal 
Overheard in neighbourhood of South Kensnigton., 
Little Boy, running along in front ef Mother, sud: 
and, putting his hand up to his eye, cvics, * Oh, boo hou - 
Mother. What is the matter, dear! x 
Little Boy, Oh, | have gota microbe in my eye, numa. 
= ’ |’) 
Friend. So you've passed your examination, Jack? Vs 
hard work you found it, | expect. 


Jack, Not nearly so hard as my Crammer did, 
* 


* 
* : 
THE age of a jest may inspire you with awe, 
And that of some spinsters with dread, 
As well as the years of Methuselah, Parr, 
And other good folks long since dead. 


A eense of antiquity clings round the things 
Which to dim generations helonz ; 

But they cannot compare to the terrible age 
Of the average mingic-hall song. 


* + 

Hardy. Wallo, Spooner, old mau! You look diuwn | 
dumps.” What's the matter? ? et 

Spooner, Well, to tell you the truth, 1 ve been ts 
onta little financial problem, You know I'm a bit l: 
I've heen reckoning whether it would be cheaper to gs ee 4 
to take Julia to all the parties, concerts, hops and ue va 
this winter; and what with cab fares and gloves, Pv ainus’ 
have to get married. *\* 


hy Dominie, who was examinine | ; 
form in natural history, “tell me one of the distinctive 
of the eat.” There wasa silence fora few momen 
rmall boy near the foot of the class held up aL 
Johnson minor, what do you say?” inquired the un 

rgingly. “Kittens,” responded the little Ind, hE ea 
the master didn’t know whether to send him to the toy 


“Now,” enid the worl 


caturday, December 24, 1892.) 
—TooTSIE “UP THE RIVER.” 


weather seems a bit chilly, it is true, Outside the 
wars thruugh the square, and red-nosed pedes- 
trians, with com- 
forters up to their 
ears, shuffle quickly 
by. But within ail 
is bright and light 
and warm and 
cheery. The curtain 
rises, and we are at 
Henley -on-Thames, 
which J. E. Ryan 
has brought up to 
town for our eujoy- 
nent, 

It is early morn- 
ing—tub time—and 
the river, “though 
deep, yet clear; 
though gentle, yet 
not dull,” is to be 
the tub for house- 
hoat loveliness. Out 
they come in = the 
daintiest of bathing- 
dresses, (Why, and 
oh! why are not 
the damsels of Merry 
Margit thus attired?) 
When they are all 
wiped dry again and 
dressed, comes 
Dreakfast-time, and 
after that there isa 
crowd of prettily- 
attired lawn-tennis 
avers and tosopholites, There fs a lot of dancing, too, out in 
; non, upon which Lord and Lady Créme de la Créme and a 

) Alderman, who are having a holiday up the river, smile 

vewntiy, A niece of Lord C, dela C, is of the party, and is 
doby two young men, who wrangle and fizht about 
ide eventually that their claims shall be decide! by 
n rowing mateh, Past us fly a couple of “eights” 
wr victory. and one lover is made happy and the other 
qnice a minute and a half. 
iorthe race, the competitors come on shore, and, dance a horn- 
and danee it well, especially in the case of Minnie Thurgate. 

, at onee, after the nimble footing is at an end, the sky 

barns, aud a storm bursts overhead, The thunder rolls, the 
ing Hashes, and then the rain pours down upon the merrys 
crs Itis real rain, too, not make believe, and the frightened 

-ure-seekers put up their umbrellas aud crowd together in fear, 
iar othe 

m™ Is 


e this 
Wit Ue 


Florrie Lilley. 


\ 


fone, 
| sun 


breaks 


The Pinellis. 
reure 
uvued and the company generally go in fora lantern galop. 
us stvle of ballet divertissement much resembles Round the 
Jv and the latest novelty, at the Palace Theatre, From 
fovion to Paris, For my part, | must say | greatly prefer the 
tion to the level sameness of the ballets which for some 
a occupied this and other music-hall stages. 
festion of a departure must, however, T shou!d 
rmet with considerable opposition, for there is ne 
hs ore pis-headed than the profession. But once let them see 
; sue tew doue somewhere, and they will all be for copyi 
~OISHTY, 
Od Paddy Green was the proprietor of Evans's Supper-Rooms, 
“uy patce of so-called entertrinment in Covent Garden, much 
dito by celebrities, who, however, kept far away from the 
sat took good eare to liste to nothing. Those who were 
menriGes listened, and often groaned, whilst they supped on 
steaks and chops or 
Welsh rarebits, The 
same old comic 
singers doled out 
their dismalitie:, 
the same chorus did 
their turns year 
after year. Paddy 
Green himself was 
un auminble old gen- 
tlemian, upon whose 
countenance by- 
fate drinks had 
eft an autumnal 
sunset. Many 
young undergrads, 
and other youthful! 
revellers, haunted 
the halla of tlicker- 
ing light. “ How 
are you, my dear 
boy?" he would 
genially exclaim to 
perfect strangers 
“How's your deur 
father?” 

This caused 
mixed feelings to 
aviiate the youth- 
ful reveller’s breast, 
Did) Paddy know 
his father?) Would 
he tell him he had 
been there/ | Had 
Was there a time when his father 


Ke hove 


Victorina, 


"ever been there? 
aon? 


the 7 é 
i eesti and see Up the Rerer and Aladdin, and 
i Vag tingest of serpentine dancers, Victorina, the 

mussand the Pinellis, There is always a good show. 


Tati dery 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY, 


TO MY VERY FAIR ONE! 


SWEPT, I seek thy hand! 

Sull, for all my passion, 
Please to understand 

Mine is not the fashion 
Of a love so wild, 

That I'd die to gain, dear: 
Such a love, my child, 

Strikes me as insane, dear! 
No! altho’ | love, 

Worship, and adore you, 
I've a mind above 

Dying, darling, for vou, 
Though Um well aware 

Dying has been known, love; 
Still, sweet, by your hair, 

You can do your own, love! 


_->—___ 


THE NAUGHTY-BIOGRAPHY OF ALLY SLOPER. 


(Written by himac!?, with passing observations and footnotes 
by his friends and relations.) 


CUAPTER XXXVI, 
HOME PLEASURES, 


T HAVE always held that every man should be properly attached 
to his own home. ‘That he should stick to it and not leave it, 
unless he can help it. 

(And he does stick to his home, too, sometimes. To see him 
with the fag-end of his trousers caught on to the scraper, trying to 
chew the door-step—well, he couldn't very well leave home if he 
wanted to—the superannuated old double-breasted geeser.— MCG.) 

I have said, let a man keep to his home; study the pleasures of 
his children ; give them proper company in his home ; teach them 
guumes, 

As an amateur carpenter, T can boast that I have been always 
more or less handy. 1 can mend the leg of a table with anybody, 
and have made a most careful study of the structure of the 
common Dutch oven, so that repairs could be made immediately if 
any a hat was done from the unduly over-cooking of the tooth- 
some Welsh rarebit. I can handle a nail and hammer quite as 
well as most folk. 

(Yes! and I wish he would let the nails and hammer alone after 
hes been paying a visit to the Blue Pig. Poor Aunt Geezer was 
just a-kneeling using the bellows on the fire the other day, when, 
bless me! if that ALLY didn't mistake of her for the bedroom 
ottoman that had come undone. He wasn't exactly a-steady 
enough to handle the hammer very brisk, nor yet to hold the nail 
very steady, It wasn’t a very serious accident. Yet, in the scream- 
ing stakes, she isn’t exactly as what you might say altogether out 
of the running.—MRs, SLOPER). 

Although the space in our home has been at all times somewhat 
umited, still [ can truly say that it has always been a cheerful 
ied a happy home. The glass and the laugh have never been 
absent, 

(Yes! and the glass and the laugh have been a little too much 
for the neighbours sometimes, What with the “hunt-the-slipper ” 
inthe kitchen, the table-ale under the sink in the scullery, the 
~ Unsweetened "and the “ Auld Lang Syne ” in the parlour, and the 
“kiss-in-the-ring” in the airey, last Christmas was a beano fit enough 
for Hanwell or Eariswood. He ought to be ashamed of himself, at 
his time of life, too—that he ought.—McG. once more). 

Mirth beneath the domestic roof is entertaining an angel una- 
wares on the best tripe supper, aud hot Scotch afterwards, that 
can be procured for money. 

Be sure that it always brings its blessings with it. 

(Le be continued newt week, ) 


DECIDEDLY UNLUCKY. 


[The old controversy as to whether it is, or is not, unlucky to break a looking- 
gluss has cropped up again. One of our young bards has plunged into the 
vortex of argument, and, when last seen, was offering the fullowiug lines to the 
YT. for 1000 guineas.) 

THOUGH the boomists have vended, with consummate skill, 
Pro and con, many arguments clever, 
Yet, alas! the great Looking-Glass Question is still 
Just as much a vexed question as ever. 
So I'll settle the matter, tor once and for all, 
Ly declaring those heathens in error 
Who think that worse luck can a mortal befall 
Tuan unwittingly breaking a mirror! 


And here is the proof. From a party last night 
| had safely got home to my lodging, 

But in search of my bed, being blissfully tight, 
Round my landlady’s parlour was dodging, 

When | heard all at once the infernallest crash, 
And grew sober at once in my terror: 

For my Bacchanal plusging had broken to «mash 
My good landiady’s tweive-guines mirror ! 


And so, for a twelvemonth, I'll have to regale 
On such dainties as kippers and “ finuies,” 
To dispense with my shirt, and forswear my four ale, 
Till I've saved that confounded twelve guineas. 
And I feel i: my duty to enter the list 
"Gainst a sad and egregrious error, 
And swear the worst luck in creation consists 
Ju upsetting your Jaudlady’s mirror! 


ed 


CHRISTMAS BANTER, 


WELL, here's wishing you another mer—— oh, but you've 
probably heard that sentiment until you are getting a bit sick of 
it, But somehow one is impelled to keep on giving it by reason of 
the “Christmassy " aspect of everything around, It's all Christ- 
mas, The elep windows seem to have caught the epidemic bad, 
from “Villa Washers for Christmas,” to “Cod Liver Oil for 
Christmas,” and from “ Duckfoot Corsets for Christmas” to 
“Economic Funerals for Christmas.” Even the shop assistants 
have become unhinged, too, as witness the experience of dear 
old Auntie Hudebarker in her search for “woollen gloves for 
Christmas” for her good young nephew Samuel. 

She says now that she “thought she noticed something strange” 
about the appearance of the young shopwalker, but put it down 
to its being Christmas Eve. For he put her down upon a chair on 
which, seasonably enough, was a piece of holly, and dashed off to 
get the paw-coveringa, 

“What are these?” presently asked Auntie, selecting a pair of 
Naa fashionable ox-blood tint with a dash of lemon from the 

OX. 

é wee are those, madam !—woollen gloves,” he replied, with a 
chuckle. 

“Well. of course, I krrow that,” responded the old lady, rather 
testily ; “but what do vou ask for them?” 

“Ha, ha! that's good!" he cried. “Why, Z didn’t ask for ’em 
atall; you asked for’em!" 

“But what [ meant was,” said Auntie, with a little severity, 
“how do you sell them?” 

“Oh, | beg pardon !—in pairs, Couldn't make less than n pair.” 

“[ s'pose not,” said Auntie, erry severely ; “but what—do—you 
—get—for—them?!?” 

“Me? JZ get nothing, It’s the firm—Capel, Woolthread and 
Kask—that gets the monev.” 

“Tmpudent idiot! What I want to know is, what is the price of 
these gloves per pair?” 

“QO-o-0-0h ! Why didn’t you say so before?) One and eleven 


oy 


three, muvdsm Sign! 
ia, & ° 


A STRANGE CHRISTMAS EVE. 


Tur heart of Bungay was full te burstin 

as all such amockery. Phe caro siners ro 
at the lodge 
yiutes; everv- = 
body — pretend. 
ing tobe happy 
and pretending 
to Wish every 
body else to be 
happy also, 
Whereas Bun- 
ly Was intense: 
'y melancholy 
and dreary, 

When the 
school broke 
up, all the 
other boys, 
after weeks of 
excited antici- 
pation, went 
hom But 

y had no 
home to go to. 
His people 
were awny 
somewhere in 
India, He had 
almost forgot. 
ten his mother, 
and quite his 
father. He 
didn’t think 2 
much of them, 
anyway, for 
leaving him to the tender mereies of the Rev. Gregory Ghool 
and his wife, and their tiends of children, 

So that how, on Christmas Eve, Bungay cause the Ghools 
didn’t want him in the family cirele, wane away from the 
house into the schoolhouse, and, inone of the dim, deserted class- 
rooms, sat brooding over his loneliness, 

“Hallo, Skalker !"—it was the voice of the biggest Ghool. “What 
are youdoing here?) Get out of this.” 

As Bungay didn’t get out of that sufficiently quickly, the Ghoo: 
boy gave himacnf, It came fall on Bungay’s ear, and let loose 
ten thousand devils in his head and breast. “He was a small bev, 
and the Ghool was a big one, but he tlewat his throat with a 
oe that sent him to earth, and hammered and hammered 
unti 

He felt something splash on his hand, and the Ghool boy 
blubbered, “Oh, you beast ! you've killed me!” 

Then, silent and sullen, Bungay rose and went ont from the dark- 
ness within to the world without, which was all darkness also, save 
the ground, which seemed to lie dead under a great white sheet 

He was nota 
particularly 
timid boy, but 
he felt certain 
he had fatally 
injured the 
Ghool bey, Se 
he struck out 
cross) country, 
fearing to take 
the high-road 
lest he should 
be appre- 
hended. 

But he began 
to be remind- 
ed that he had 
started forth 
without any 
grent-coat, and 
that he had left 
. before tea-time. 

After a lapse of 
some hours,and 
when he had 
walked several 
miles, he began 
to feel wofully 

—- — hungry and his 
Began to feel cold. teeth tochatter 
with cold. 

The lamps of a carriage gleamed ahead. The horse had stumbled 
and broken a trace. The corchman had had to mend it, and was 
just remounting the box. Within the carriage such a lovely kind- 
faced lady sat beside such a jollv-looking man. They were both 
wrapped in furs, which made Bungay feel colder sull, He would 
give it up, his running-awzy project, would give himself up to the 
police, too, and would ask thei to let him ride with their coachman 
towards Acklebury. ; 

© Dear, dear,” the lady was saying, “we shall be so late, The 
darling will be in bed,” , 

“What do you want, my Ind?" said the gentleman,“ A lift on 
the box to Acklebury? “Why, the poor lite chaps white and 
trembling with cold. Here. come inside! Wrap that rag round 
you—drink a little dron of thie.” . 

“Poor voy,” says the lady ; “just abort as old as ours, | should 
think.” Oh! to be their box, thought Bungay. Then, partly 
through the cold and partly through the brandy, he dozed off, 
He was awakened by the carriage stopping, “We are not going 
further, little 
boy,” said the 
lady, “but our 
conchman shail 
drive you where 
you want to 
yo.” 

“I'm not go- 
ing further 
either,” he said, 
and his heart 
gave a bound 
of delight, for 
there stood the 
Ghool buy all 
alive, only 
wearing his hat 
on one side 
rather. It was 
merely his nose 
that had bled. 

“You're 
stopping here? 
Why, whats 
your name?” 
asked the ven 
tleman. “What, 
Bungay? Then 
youre our dar- 
ling boy, whom 
come to 
take home.” 
And in a mo- 
ment, both erving and langhing, the bid w: 
kisses, And. sure enon, bis Chins were priebed. and 
bin home with thenethat nicht, never gee te cect 


Sent him to earth. 


Sa 


7 ee 


Smothering bin with kisses, 


sung “Noel” 


— 
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#N ALLEGORY. WELL-MEANT ATTENTION. NO ACCOUNTING FOR TASTE. 


~~ 


Sane a Smoke 


JUNESS 


“Short dresses are the correct t)ing 
especially if one has pretty ani 
ordinary balls I have not up'to the pr 
made a single conquest, but at oir 


jie ti taken three hours collecting the swag, so he Dr. Saline, No, my dear madam, I know you did not send for She, These are our best Havanas, 


‘ L something, even if it w: ly the assistance me, but I make « point of calling on all my patients at Christmas Farmer Turmots, No! uone vt your foreign stuff for me, Give " 2 4 “igh reba 
ole aTlecea’ PDE SEU fe ETM Parent ied tinie:, I find it pa es their sending for me. me a good British cigar. aney. Siento. six." — Extract fron 

; DISTINGUISHED PEOPLE INTERVIEWED BY A. SLOPER.—SIDNEY COOPER, Esq., R.A 

4? Miss Sloper will be delighted to receive photographs from those eh re 


of her friends whose portraits have not yet been inserted, 1 Py 


TOOTSIE’S FRIENDS. 


Vey 


(Li 


It was a perfect picture !—as splendid a piece of beef as could be got in the market. resorting to subterfuge, and his eyes wandered to Jubilee amusing himself Ly ines: 
“Youre heavy,” said A, SLOFER, as he hoisted the joint on to his shoulder; “but [ ing.—(4) Le'me shee, my boy. Ah! a brace of cows; ver" pretty.” “Why pide 
guess you'll be much lighter this time Christmas Day. Now, Ill just look in at 99 there's only one!” cried Jubilee, A. SLOPER placed his hand over his 
tu see how the sale of the ‘CHRISTMAS HOLIDAYS’ is going, and then toddle off remarked, “Qui ri, my mishtake.” “ You forgot the beef,” said Mrs, Sloper 
home.” The office-boy was putting up the shutters, but within was all life and s'pose you forgot to interview someone to-day 7" A. SLOPER was sober ina " 
bustle. The cashier was paying the large staff of authors and artists; not one was “ Bless my soul, so T have! I must do so first thing in. the morning. Wut ALi, 
absent—for what author or artist would let his money stand over till after Curistmas ? | —Beef—cow — “Sidney Cooper!" And thus we find him in the presence 
As A. SLOPER staggered in with his load he was met with a ringing cheer. (1) veteran artist. (5) “ First, Mr. Cooper, I should like you to give me youre ; 
“ Boys,” cried he, mounting the beef, “I have an important communication to make, opinion of this drawing of my son's—self-taught, I assure you.” © Your bey > 4 
"Tis this: If you'll all come to the Sloper Arms, I'll stand unlimited drinks round.” study under # master,” said Mr. Cooper, after examining the work 
—(2) Time passed.——(3) And when Mrs, Sloper opened the door to her spouse, whom would you recommend ?' “Well, I should say the gentle 
said spouse was playful, and, plucking a branch of mistletoe from his breast, mackarel on the pavement.” “ Mr. Cooper, I thank you; your advi 
demanded a kiss, * Don't be a fool! and where's the beef?" said she. The beef had bs And now for the interview.’ “The what?" “The interview, ™m 
not entered A. SLOPER'S head for some time, and it certainly would never do so now | “Mr. SLOPER, I am in my ninetieth year, but——" Here the vigerms ' 
by way of his mouth, for he had lost it. “Ili get it morrow morning, love,” said he, took up a heavy maul-stick, “ Don't trouble,” cried A. SLOPER, hastily, ° Pu 


THE ELDER REPULSED AGAIN. 


No. 266.—MIss GRACE HAROLD. 
“A maid, indeed, of captivating charm.” —The Dook Snook. 
“Well might her sponsor aptly call her Grace!" —Lord Hud. 


“Gladly would I lay my life down, at so fair a maiden's feet.” 
—The Hon. Billy. 


— 
NOTIDE 

Te 
ORL L OE 


7 
Sos, Cee 
‘ S a“ ms yl 
Y Vypyyh = . 
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(1) “Staund back, black backslider; a man that broke the Sawbath (2) So the Elder, with firm tread, marched off towards the boundless future. (3) “Here's tae ye. auld Baechns!™ reared the Elder : ial Spee 
by washing his face shall not blight ony dacent kirk.” yelled, “ Stop yer idvlatruus capers, ye shameless hut! 
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OUR WEEKLY WHIRLIGIG. 


__\ Merry Christmas to you all, ladies and gentlemen, and may all the pleasures appertaining to | great contempt :—The Music Fiend has won the fight, And now heeps at it day and night :— 
the jestive season be yours to share! You cannot say that | haven't done my best to lighten your | Congratulations, Gus, old chap ; Sucecssful is your try at “nap” :—Christmas eheer and Christmas 
cares and worries, Just cast your eyes upon the 9 Oe delicate works of art, and give me your | wine, Boxing Day and Pantomime :—A clever actor was poor Fred, Who now, alas! is with the 
redid opinion upon them, Why, glance at the centre illustration alone guarantees a happy | dead. Youwill notice that [have curtailed my “Whirligig,” and may wonder why. Well, it's ouly be- 

) Corstinas, Now then, forward please !—7he G.O.M. this base attempt To frighten treats with | cause 1 want a good showy centrepiece for Christmas—THE SLOPERIAN SHOWMAN, 


P 


A DILEMMA. 


fits the Prolirament of young Jenks, who, having casually 
vuelto a Passing stranger that it wasa nice day, has to under- 
urtureof having to repeat the same sentence through anear- 
At least twenty times, 


— 
INFANTINE INTELLIGENCE. 
“Do take me to see your little chickens, uncle. I know you've 
got some chickens, because mamma said you'd been Len-pecked fur 
a long time.” 


> en ear TA a 
= ie ee 


a ™ 


tS) 


Youna Downey, Say, Duffey, you never noticed my moustache. T 


* dally glad Christmas is ov, i pe 
they zs as Is over, Ronee + ' laven’t been growing it don. r 
, mistletoe. Haven't been BE ps fd neve obese Oe “Wish I knew for certain whether this is the vicar's danghter coming beliind me or Dupe. Noe it's ee o° those sort the girls aren't prond of - 


Aud 1 should thiuk the girls hadn't, either. Miss Grudgeon, the district visitor.” think they're getting kissed by their brothers wome trom -ehool. 


ALLY-CAMPANE. 


—_->— 


SLoprr greets vou, This is the festive sea- 
ed Reveller wishes you aright merry Clirist- 
mnas. and many of Cem. At the 
Sime time, the dear old) Eimi- 
nent offers a bit of friendly 
ndvice, Don't try to spend a 
happy Nmastide without 
» copy of SALLY SLOPERS 
CHRISTMAS JLOLIDAYS.” 
Positively, it cant be done, 
Se. Hondreds have tried it before, 
Sy but their efforts have ended in 


miserable and disastrous 
fuilure. Therefore, if you have 
hot vet possessed yourself of 
this marvellous work, do so at 
ence, Dash to the nearest 
hewsagent’s and ask for it. It 
is just possib.e there may be 
one left, and you'll be lucky to 
get it. Christmas would be a 
hollow, bitter mockery with- 
out it—a mirthless, miserable 
sham; and don't you forget it, 


LARDI LONGSOX and Nellie 
Uikiks are having a gay old 
time of it at Brighton. Its 
quite a poem to see the two 
young and guileless things 
serpentining round The Rink, 
in West Street, to the strains of the Coldstream Band. The King’s 
toad Crawlers are all hopelessly gone on Lardi aud Nellie, aud 
betrothals are hourly expected, *\* 


Torrin GoODENOUGH says there is no secret inthe fact thata 
“Paney Dress Bal Masqué,” in aid of the Local Charities, is being 
gotupin Brighton, Probably the Mayor will be Chairman of the 
Committee; anyiiow, it's a dead certainty that A, SLOPER will 
tuke nleadiny part in the arrangements, Tt has been suggested 
that ALLY shoud look after the refreshinents, This, however, has 
not been positively settled. Thank goodness ! 


* 

“Now, feyther, that Sir Haugustus ’Arris ’as been presented to 
the Queen,” observed the Cerulean-Orbed Impressario, “ will he be 
considered one of the "Arris-toeracy?” After an extra long pull at 
atroe ld he had in front of him,and a heavy sigh, A, SLOPER 
replied, * Ask me another, Halec, ask me another.” 


ALTHOUGH working ona emaller scale than most of his West 
End rivals, there is not & more popular theatrical manager in 
London than Mr. Henry 
Gascoigne. So ii is almost 
unnecessary to state that 
his Jubilee celebration at 
the cosy little Marylebone 
Theatre, last Monday week, 
was a brilliant success. 

After the audience had 
dispersed, the stage became 
crowded, actors, actresses, 
pressmen and other guests 
mixing together indis- 
criminately, The cutting 
of the Jubilee cake by 
charming Mrs, Gascoigne 
was the signal for general 
festivity, and champagne 
was lowered by the gal- 
Jon. Mr. Loveridge then 
entertained the guests with 
a descriptive account of 
the early days of the Mary- 
lebone Theatre —a narra- 
tive which was received 
with enthusiasm, At 
nbout 3a.m_ the stage was 
cleared for dancing, which 
was curried ou with vigour 
until day had well dawned, 


Mr. Frep IRusseEut is 
to be congratulated on the 
performance of Mascagni's 
Caralleria Rusticana by 
the :nembers of the Tunbridge Wells Operatic Socicty. The opera 
was produced under the direction of the festive Fred, on November 
29th and 3th, at the Great Hall, Tunbridge Wells. On both 
occasions the house was full to the ceiling, and A, SLOPER, who 
was present, disgnised as a Sicilian peasant, says the whole thing 
was 1 brilliant success, It appears this is the first time the opera 
has been presented by any anvateur society. ‘Trassell, my boy, you 
mniy go up two; the Mildewed One has his eye on you, 

. 


Ir is not generally known that A. SLOPER was in the chorus at 
the recent performance of Carmen given before her Majesty at 
Windsor Castle. Such, however, was the case, the deep ‘and 
sonorous notes of the Eminent’s voice often drownins everyone 
else's, It has been commented upon that, although the Queen pre- 
sented Sir Augustus Harris and Mdlle. Zelie de Lussan with souve- 
nirs of the occasion, nary a thing was given to the Old ’Un. 
Heigh-ho! ee 
* 

ONCE again has Mr, George Alexander been fortunate in his 
selection of a dramatist capable of satisfying the somewhat exact- 

ing palates of a 
St. James's audience, 
Liberty Hull is an un- 
questionable success, 
and Mr. Carton, to whom 
we are indebted for this 
most welcome addition 
en. to dramatic literature, is 
< to be heartily congratu- 
lated upon the fresh 
vigour of his work. The 
stury of a proud = girl, 
reared iu luxury and re- 
finement, cast suddenly, 


tune, upon the charity 
of lower middle-class re- 
lations whom she has 
never seen, palpably 
affords good scope for 
the playwright’s art, 
and the author has not 


tage of the excetient op- 
portunity, Well staged 
and splendidiy acted all 
round by a) company 
which ineinudes 
Mr. Alexander, 
Mr. Edward) Roghton, 
Mr. Nutcombe Gould, 
Mr. Ben Webster, and Mesdames Marion ‘Terry, Maude Millett, 
Fanny Colemanand Ailsa Craig, Liberty Téa lo must rank among 
the trawuphs of the ever and popular manager of the St. James's, 


or no drinking, the Palace has been 7 


| whilst the programme, taken all round, 
through the loss of for- | 


; A'dermar, while sipping his turtle at 
been slow to take ndyan- | 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


IN response to an urgent message from Sam Adams requesting 
his imimcdiate presence at the Trocadero, A. SLOPER, the other 
evening, Weighed in 
there, After being 
ealled to the bar at 
least fifteen times, it 
suddenly dawned 
upou the Ancient 
Old Humbug that he 
had other business to 
transact: besides gine 
shifting. Button- 
holing the genial 
Samuel, a few 
seconds sufliced for 
the Eminent tu ask 
after his family and 
mother-in-law. 
Eventually SLOPER 
was persuaded to 
turn his attenuion to 
What was taking 
piace on the siage, 
and he there saw an 
entertainment which 
both delighted and 
astonished him, 
Everyone connected 
with the music-hail 
profession.or at least 
everyone of any cone 


j sequence, seemed to 


be present, and their 
combined talents resulted ina capital evening's amusement. Go 
to the Truc, by all means, 7. 

s 


A FAMILIAR figure in Fatty Coleman is missed at the Old Ship, 
Brighton, The Hon, Billy says his bosom pal has moved to 
Lunnon Town, The weeping onthe day he left was heard as far 
as Rottingdean one way and Worthing the other. ‘They loved 
their Fatty, es 

s 


THE greatest charm of Tom Smith's Crackers is that they never 
lack originality, and this year the firm well keep up their repu- 
tation. Would-be purchasers of the merry bonbon would do well 
tu patronise the genial T.S. g « 

s 


THE “Pas de Deux,” executed the other night by the Elder 
McNab and Mr. McGooseley, after they were chucked from the 
Blue Pig, has since been spoken of by them as the “Turpentine 
Dance.” An action for libel is pending. 

ss 


You're quite right. A. SLOPER hates to be done, and the 
smiliny face of the gentleman depicted in the latest advertisements 
of the festive Beecham caused 
the Ancient to cop the needle. 
But he can do it now. To keep 
that empty pill-box in the eye, 
and still look happy, is no 
easy task; but A, SLOPER is 
a man who scoffs at difticul- 
ties, and after a week's in- 
cessant practice he has reaped 
the reward of patience at last. 
This “one in the eye” is really 
not half a bad game. It’s 
caught on wonderfully at 
Mildew, where there is a good 
supply of empty boxes, for 
Mrs. 8S. believes in her 
Beecham, und always admin- 
isters a couple whenever 
Jubilee or the Blue-Orbed 
looks a bit off colour, or the 
twins develop symptoms of 
over-feeding. | : 


*. 

Mr. RENNY TAILYOOR, of 
Matabeleland, and own _par- 
ticular pal of H.R.H. King 
Lobengula, is over here just 
now ona mild kind of pong, 
He goes back in the early 
pe of the year a full-blown F.0.S., and conveying an autograph 
etter from A. SLOPER, inviting the dusky Monarch to visit Mildew 
Court. If Lobby should accept A. SLOPER'S hospitality, the 
“Freedom of the Sloperies” will be conferred upon him at a 
Banquet to be given in his honour at the Sloper Arms—or elsewhere. 

ss 
* 


“ KEYIND friends, we thank you!" as the heavy father remarks 
in the transpontine melodrama, A. SLOPER, in this case, imper- 
sonates the H. F.. and the great British public—the British public 
which has so promptly, so generously, contributed to his Christmas 
Appeal—the audience. £105 19s, 10:7, has already been received ; 
but, good as this is as a beginning, the Wreck wants to do still 
better. Think, all of you, now that Christmas is here, of those who 
have no prospect of any one of the enjoyments which you accept 
Qs a matter of course—who are without food, warmth, well-nigh 
without hope. Spare the Old Man a trifle, then—a trifle which 
will gladden some despoudent heart, and make yours the happier 
for the kindly deed. ae 

s 


TF gorgeous splendour, architectural magnificence, and palatial 
luxury can make a success of a theatre of varieties, the new Palace 
Theatre will bea big hit. It is justa 
question whether the absurd restric- 
tions of the muddleheads of the County 
Council, with reference to promenades, 
and drinking and smoking in the audi- 
torium, won't keep a lot of good souls 
who would otherwise patronise it 
away; but, perhaps, at some future 
date these high, moral-minded coun- 
cillora may be induced tc alter their 
very narrow minds, In the mean - 
time. smoking or nosmoking, drinking “ 


nightly crowded to the fullest extent 
of even its wonderful seating enpacity, 


has been pronounced A 1. 
. 


THE Mildewed Edifice has this dav 
conferred the * Sloper Award of Merit” 
upon W, J. SOULSBY, because he knows 
a thing or two, “ Feyther,” warbled 
forth the Blue-Eyed and Budding 


Bireh’s, “Soulsby’s a good ‘un to give 
the ‘Award’ to. 1 think, through his 
hinflnence, we echall be invited a bit 
more often to the Mansion ‘Ouse than 
of yore, Another thing, if ever you 
are lugged up before his Lordship for 
being slightly mops -and-broomish, 
Soulsby would no doubt——" But 
this was too much for A. Storer, and after ordering another 
cad punch, with tears in his eves he observed to the girl behind 
recotnter, © For sharper than a serpents tuuth—hic— tis to have 
sthankless child—hie” 


(Saturday, December 24,1899, 
A CHRONICLE OF CURIOUS EVENTs 


A CALENDAR FOR THE WEEK ENDING DecesBen 3:., 

_—_ c 

25th December, 1828.—A London Hewspaper 
Says i—" Many ot the Portiound Islanders, as Well aden - 

enabled to enjoy the Christmas holidays most Merri. t 

effects of the late high tide and heavy gale of wit A say 
been the means of throwing up on the beach las’ = y 

silver. Guineas, crowns aud dollars are picked ap thane io 

which have been buried in the sea for many years (eon 1 
shipwrecks, The old adage, *1t is a bad wind that bi beh 
good,’ is thus amply verified.” a 


| 26th December, 16382.—Under this date. hu 

| curious story of second sigut, for the authenticity uf , 

vouches, Abvut 1817, Miss M— went with a party of 

u concert at the Argyle Rooms. She appeared thereto ie ; 

| seized with iudispozition, aud though she persisted for se 
to struggle agaiust what seemed a violent hervous at} it 
became al last so oppressive that her companions wire 
send for their carriage and conduct her home. Bein 
questioned, she at length confessed that she had been tert 
uorrible vision. It seemed as though a naked Corpse w an 
the tloor at her feet. The features were partly covered | Vite 
mantle, but enough was apparent to convince her that the | 
was that of Sir J—— Y—-,__ The next day the family learned 
he had been drowned that very night by the upeetting of a bus 
und the body was afterwards found entangled ina braierlin) 


Whit 


} 


27th December, 1886.—One of t: e most dram tic ine 


occurred this day at Neuil.y, close to Port Maillot, durin: a a 
Kidel’s menagerie, which had been stationed there since Ji, 
blown down, It was about two o'clock, when a most vi. 
tore open the tent, rushed in, and, wrenching some of tiv 1... 
from the ground and snapping others iike matechwood, carried 4) 
whole tent into the road, The cracking of the broken fru w.. 
und the shattering of the large lustre, which fell with ac: 
terrified the au:mals, and especially the lions and tigers, wiu shu, 
the bars of their cages in ber attempt to escape. The scores 
confusion was extraordinary, and the keepers lost their presere 
of mind in the midst of the howling wind and beasts. Forturate; 
the cages were strong, and none of the lions escaped. : 
$$$ 
28th December, 1883.—Charies Dickens's “Old Curis 
| Shop, beige 14 Portugal Street, Lincoln's Inn Fields, was this, 
| ordered to be demolished by the Board of Works as being in 4 
| dangerous condition, For some years past it had been used acy 
| 


storehouse for waste paper. The Building News of September 13:1, 
1871, states that the church which Dickens described and Cater 
mole drew in connection with the story of Little Nell, is the parish 
church of Tong, in Shropshire. 


29th December, 1822.—“You are aware,” says a corn. 
spondent of Zhe Magazine of Curiosity and Wonder, wider this 
date, “that that huge beast, the hippopotamus, abounds in the 
rivers of Southern and Eastern Africa, One of them came in cor 
tact with the Leven’s cutter, called the Cockburn, and bit out siy 
planks at one bite. The boat immediately filled, but, being core 
to the bank of the river, we soon reached the shore.” 


30th December, 1889.—<A newspaper of this day reports 
that a porter from Burton Crescent was charged with endeayeurin 
to obtain 4s. 2d. by false pretences. A City constable, named Hur, 
deposed that he had charge of some premises in Great Tower 
Street. Prisoner rang the bell, and, offering 2 parcel, said, l'ar 
from the North-Western, 4s, 2d. to pay, and please to siz 
delivery-note.” Being suspicious, witness asked him where his v. 
was, and he replied, “Standing ina lane close by.” Then |i 
the porter, that he was a police-constable, and that he s ould t 
him to where he said his van was, No railway van was, lowes 
visible, and he conveyed him to the station. The parcel contaie: 
nothing but rubbish. Prisoner got 2 month. 


31st December, 1871.—Matthew Greathead died this 
at Richmond, 1p Yorkshire, aged 102, He was supposed to tet « 
oldest Freemason in the world, having entered the Lennox I,iicr. 
No. 123, in 1797. 


THE LITTLE GAME. 
ALAS! hearts are no longer trumps 
In Cupid's little game; 
But diamonds, that are held by chumps, 
Still get there all the same, 
—— 


TO LOVE AND NOT BE LOVED. 

“My final answer is No.” : 

“Oh,” he said, with an assumed négligé demeanour, as thous! 
the matter was of little importance, though in reality it was asthe 
knell of his funeral bell, Then he arose trom his knees with a po- 
occupied and tiddley winks air, aud brushed the dust off is treu-er 

He could see then that he ought not to have suid “eh, 
something far more dignified. That “oh” showed that he so 
ill-prepared foran answer in the negative, and left him beach biz’. 
as it were. However, he’d said it, and there it was. The « 
thing to be done was to try and blot it out by a siirring dey: 
sentence ; wherefore he braced himself together, and. t: 
step nearer the door, exclaimed, ns he held out his hand— oa 

« Fare-well—for ev-er. Only Heaven and you, Susan, know tha 
you have rew-ined my life.” PR 

“Ruined your grandmother!” replied the queenly girl, ! i 
cold, cutting voice of 8 woman who has become accustened be 
full table at every meal and a carriage ride in Hyde Park ev’ 
other afternoon, “What infernal Tommy rot you men bo 

tuined! Know, Henry Haddonany Hall, that you are © 
eighteenth who has been ‘ruined,’ yet the other sevente tn 2°" 
married and settled. 1 met your immediate success0r Cl - 
out of Attenborough’s yesterday, I am better acquainted Si" 
‘ruined’ and un-oofy cavaliers than you suppose. 
| Then, with a mocking laugh, she touched the elect 
| and, escorted by the butler (for there were many better li 
his in the hall), he left her. alone and unloved, and with ne : 
care for her and protect her from the frowns and arrows « 5 
world save her father, mother, three brothers (all dung we 
twenty-two servants, and a faithful mastiff. 

Such it is to love, and not be loved! 

—  - 


SLOPER'S MISSING WORDS. ee 

ALTHOUGH A. SLOPER holde—and trusts he will eviT © 
be ina position to pay « deputy to hold for Coat aN ‘ 
respect for that best of beaks, Sir John Bridge, the . 
doesn't see, nevertheless and notwithstanding, why fe & 
havea cut in, before it ante late, with a Grand Sioperiau - 
Words Competition ; and here it is. Sip 

As all ey see, it is simplicity itself, Cut out aa i 1 
(having previously filled in the blanks) and forwars ey 
cate of birth, marks on person (if any) and a lock oF ker 
hair, together with n postal-order for as much 
spare towards his “ Christmas Appeal,” to A. ©., 

The paragraph :— ; 

“ Scene—Interior of the halfpenny omnibns eros!) 
Bridge, [tis fullinside, Neverthe ess, enter excece 
person in a state of high intoxication and blind te 


Voiew of elderly gentleman nearest the door: ; halle 


ric butter. 
ts ue 


as vou fee! 
aforemmen Cor’ 


my 


leek 

why the can't you use your —— eyes, 1 Papel 

you're aecoming 102) You've put your ——— greats 

on my bunion, you! pate ara} int 
There you are: simply fill in the blanks. This new: is 


drawing-room game should elicit roars of Innecent Wi” 
of the first fifty cor unswers will each receive ye kh 
admitting party of six, any day, to the Saloon Bar alt 
sd Castle, 


| rer 


tay, December 24, 1892.) 


e 
ode Se 


~ wow TO SALUTE YOUR SERVANT. 
H ee ees 
THE latest question of the 
day 
Is “ Etiquette of Saluta- 
tion,” 
And this is practised many 
away 
Which merits equal 
commendation, 
If while you're walking in 
the park 
(‘Tis probable you there 
may meet her), 
And you your servant girl 
should mark, 
Inform me, please, how 
you would greet her. 


Perhaps you'd feel a 
little odd ; 

How would you act 
sans agitation ? 
Now, would you bow or 

simply nod, 
Or what would be 
your salutation? 


Perhaps you'd like to 
doff your hat— 
In other words to raise your Kady— 
If vou did vot, she might think that 
She wasn't treated as a lady, 
If you can't think what to do, 
And for advice you forth would sally, 
The gentleman to ask is—who?2 
Why—good old Friend of Man named ALLY, 


Meanwhile you feel a little odd, etc. 


OUR CHRISTMAS SPECTRE. 
Irwiea Christmassy Caristmas, and we had been spending it 
{old rigutedown seasonable sort of manner too. Unele 
ne invicwion [had accepted, is not tue sort of man to 
eohy ua'ves. and when he shook me by the hand on this 
214 December, and told me he wished me a merry 
cuts, | knew it wouldn't be the old boy's fault if [ didn't 
And what a time we did have to be sure! the eating, 
is. the flirting, the -— ; but there, you know wuaat 
hisisdus wellas Fado, 
ewas only one incident that somewhat marred my enjove 
my avanewar re'ative’s hospitality, and that was—but 
ventexacty how it happened, 
somas Eve, Tae dinner was o'er, 80 was the dessert, 
ronly afew of the gueats had arrived, we formed a 
F vs we drew our chairs around the hue tire piled high 
Yue dos. and se thed down to the enjoyment of the genial 
vidladiscussivng of the morrow’'s festivities. Four atime they 
sho Wis Ways 1 
sol oenotgh, Shi 


Le neswaily, 
eoue toueled 
esubpect of 


sts, cuted ten 


Wobiicatscrack, but none of us stirred ; not that we were in the 
co sob, nol—but we were so comfortable. Then 
Wt wasin the best part of a tv'e, which was sending cold 
(ova our backs, and making us edze just a wee bit closer to 
rier than before Suddenly Unele Dick held up his hand 
tsilenee, “Listen! he said. “What was that sound?" 
tened : aur faces pue, our hair stiffening with terror. For 
vo was a deat silence, and then the unmistakable 
thy foorfall in the hall outside. 
wkward moment. At any time the first impulse of 
sat least, the male section—would have been tos, ring to 

and face the horror, be it what it might, but now each 
at the other, and no one stirred, Slowly, softly the weird 
Ds sounded.as the dread visitant crept stealthily along, then 
wv cnd albwas silent, 
Te tis vut least, we sat without speaking, then half a 

‘ts Te lows went into the hall ina body. A moment later 
V8 spruce forward, erving, Why, the hall door’s Open! 
TaN, What's this?” he continued. “ Wher-—where on 
mel thee cous and umbrellas? and—oh, confound you all 

iN arus if vour ghost hasn't walked off with the lot!” 
swell We all felt distinetly foolish. 

—— ee 


GIRLS OF THE “FRIV.” 


SO. TA —JESSas ES Dows 


You have lauzhed, gentle friends, 
have you not, 
At the world-famous pieture 


which shows [hot, 

¥e Towa plum-pudding, massive and 

“he Came slap-bang on the Emi- 
; 

s) nent's nose? [happed, 


You have seen how the accident 
llow young Jubilee, raking the 
_, Hoor (trapped 

With his father’s umbrella, en- 

_ Mrs. Sloper’s left foot as she bore 

To the table that plum-pudding 

fine: [opine 

And, of course, you've been led to 

That the youngest Sloperian son 

Terpetrated that fizzle for fun ! 


You may, haply, be right in your 
Ques, 
Buta dreadful snspicion I've had 
That. in vengeance and wrath, 
Mrs. S, 
_ To that action incited the lad, 
Tort know that Miss Jessamine 
Dowd (earth, 
Ts the prettiest creature on 
And T know that A, SLoPER had 
vowed 
Te wonld give her an evening 
of mirth 
“ine panto, commenced : 


fb \ 

rq 
cen) the Drury J 
Vin | beard Mrs, Sloper, incensed, 


“ed spoil him his countenance 20 


The couldu't with Jessamine go! 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY, 


THE EDITOR'S LETTER-BOX. 
LYCEUM THEATRE. December 7th, 130°. 


Dear Sin.—Here is a trifle for your excellent fund on behalf of 


tie poor, At the same time let me thank Mr, ALLY SLOPER for 
the good fellowship he has always showu to—Yours verv trily, 


MY DEAR SLOPE 


NENRY IRVING. 


GLOBE THEATRE, December 8th, 1892. 


Dear Sin,—T have much pleasure in sending vou 1.0. for 
£1 1s,—Yours very faithfully, 


JESSIE BOND, F.O.8, 


THANET LopGE, REGENT’s PARK, December 9th, 1892. 
—Accept my cheque for one guinea for the 


* Ady Sloper Poor Fund,” and good luck to it—Yours sincerely, 


EDWARD SOLOMON, 


22 BARKSTON GaRDENs, FARL's Court, S.W., 
December Vth, 1892, 


KLLEN TERRY. 


SLOPER’S VAGARIES. 
No. H5.—HeE Plays A GAME OF “WALKER, Loxpoy.” 
WHEN our friend Father Christmas came bowling alons 
On his rinkity-tinkity sledge, 
When there jinked at Court Mildew a junkety throng, 
And A. SLOPER spiffwunkled the pledge,— 
Then it came like a flash to the gin-speckled pate 
Of the Fossil that, having in view 
How original games have been missing of late, 
It was time he devised something new, 
So he pondered till out of his mastodon mind, 
Which is bulging with classical lore, 
He evolved a grand lottery scheme, of a kind 
That had never been heard of before! 


Then those junkety jinkers grew blithe as they heard 
The PLB. his invention prociaim, 

“Here's a jolly new game. | will think of a word, 
Which *The great Missing Word? 1 will name. 

You shall each make a guess, plank a bob in my tile, 
And the cash to my keeping consigned, 

I myself will divide, in most equable style, 
Amongst those who the missing ‘un find!” 

So the shillings showered in on tne Shogwonk like rain, 
And ull hearts to excitement were stirred, 

While each guest guessed his best. and kept racking his brain 
To discover the great Missing Word ! 

By and bye to the library journeyed each guest, 
And thereon strange adventures took place, 

For the bob-laden hat became, somehow, non cst, 
And the Fabric, it seems, went in chase, 

When those guests from the library came ina while, 
Their expected big prizes to claim, 

And in vain looked around for the Shogwonk and tile, 
They began to be down on the game, 

Yes, excitingly thrilling, beyond all dispute, 
Was the game of their cunning soft-soaper ; 

For the guests of Court Miidew are still in pursuit 
OF the great Missing Word,—which is “SLOPER !! 


TWoOPENCE. 
Post free, Threepence. 


TO BE HAD EVERYWHERE. 


T SEND a trifle (£1) with very best wishes, 


ALLY SLOPER’S CHRISTMAS HOLIDAYS. 
100 


ORIGINAL PICTURES NEVER BEFORE PUBLISHED, 


A CHAKMING PIECE oF Music, 


TOOTSIES “SERPENTINE DANCE,” 


Specially composed by LeoPoi.D WENZEL, Musical Direetor at 


the Empire Theatre, Leicester Square, 


AND A DoUBLE-PAGE PLATE, BY W. FP. Tuomas 
(measuring 22in, x 15in.), 


SLOPER’S CHRISTMAS DINNER. 


Amongst many other special attractions will be found 
A Cartoon, BY W, F. ‘THoMas, 


A GAY CHRISTMAS EYE, 


AND A LARGE DRAWING, BY HAL LUDLow, 


BOXING NIGHT AT THE “FRIV.” 


(Representing the first performance of the Grand Christmas 


Pantomime, written by the Eminent Littérateur). 


never before published, 
Tw OPENCE. 


GILBERT DALZIEL, 
“THE SLoPeRIcs,” 99 SHOE LANE, LoNpDon, E.C. 


Ss 


ALLY SLOPER’S 


CHRISTMAS APPEAL 


SINCE RECEIVED: — 
8. B. BANCROF” 


FOR THE DESTITUTE POOR OF LONDON. 


SUBSCRIPTIONS ACKNOWLEDGED LAST WEEK, £65 Gs. 7d. 


» SLOPER, Esq. F.O.M. (Weekly Donations, £1: 
ight Hon. Sin FRANCIS H. JEUNE, £1 1s): WILLIAM 


£1 ls, 


Wuitkney, £1 Is +A. S. SCOTT-GATTY. F.0.S. (York Herald), £1 18.2 W. 


CLARKSON, £1 1; FREDERI 
F.0.5., 58.3 


Gonpos ‘1 HOMSON, FOS, £1 Is: 


25. 


“PETER, ; 
CHUDLEIGH, £1 18,3 Ent 
LANNER, £1 1s, 
BARRET 
MASKEL t 
HAL LupLow, £1: 4. Pirrs, is. W. S., 1s.; TWo Poot ORV HANS, €d.; 


?OODALL, R.A. 108.5; SAMUEL BREMNER, 


L. WE p- 
W.V OG £1 Is; J. L. Toor, 
; WILLIAM ELTON, 


Gros, 
END, 58.3 H. Newson 
SEWSON-SMITH, 58.2 OC. SEWSON-SMITH, 58.2 V 
CADBURY BROTHERS. £1 t82 JOuN MacWHirer 
E.G. 1L, 1s.3 * KD," 


Gide 


Wi 


oO WE 
y GASCOIGNE 


3 A. M., 2s.6d.; BoB STAME: 
“MICKEY AND PRIM,’ 3¢.; 
iN TERRY, £1; 3 
THE LITTLR BeAr, 10s.; M. HOUSTON, 6d.; GEORGE 
£1 18.3 A. CitASEMORE. £1 18.5 BF. Ve PAGE, 108, Od.: J. N. 

> Epwanp Terry, 10s, 3 


£1 Ss; ARTAHUL 


Madame Kati 


3OB, 


Making a total received np to December 13th, 1892, £105 19s, 10d. 


eee 


HUNDREDS AND THOUSANDS. 


ALLY has no fault. to find with the gratis piate in his “ Cunist- 


MAS HOLIDAYS.” It's the manner in which he receives the con- 
tents of the plate gratis that. makes him gird. 


A NEW book is like a steam-engine, It seldom “ goes off " with- 


out the preliminary puff, 


You may read the Queen or “ALLY SLOPER” through and 


through without being a physiognamist, 


MeM. to Card-plavera and Others: So long as there's a copy of 


“SLOPER'S CHRISTMAS HOLIDAYS” lett, you can't do Letter then 
wank down your deuce, 


SLOPER'S SELECT LIBRARY. 
THE FREAKS OF FORTUNE. 


CIIAPTER TV, 

WITH the disappearance ofa second frets n 
and onions, George Smith felt th it 
his heart, he had 
ho cause to come. 
plain of a similar 
vacuney in his 
stomach, The man 
who invited him 
to join the feast 
was evidently the 
leader of © the 
party — a keen- 
eyed, sharp little 
man, He was 
evidently the pro- 
prietor of the 
concern, The 
caravans were 
decorated with the 
legend, “Har- 
mon's Colossal 
Aggregation of 
Wonders,” and the 
little man was 
Harmon, Mrs, 
Ilarmon was a 
large woman. She 
was one of the 
wonders, Her 
official age was 
seventeen years, 
and her weight 
twenty-five stone 
during exhibition 
hours, but in private life she was about thirty-three years of 
age, and weighed about eighteen stone, Another of the wonders 
was the colossal male who had aided in the cooking, Te was the 
fat man of the show, weighed twenty-two stone, and could do 
little else of any consequence. The remainder of the company 
ce nsisted of youngsters, only one of whom was a wonder. He 
was a youth about ten years of age, who in public beeame a man 
of twenty-seven, and was only two feet three inches in height, 

George Smith’s observation of the company had attracted Mr, 
Harmon's notice, and that gentleman at length remarked— 

“Well, young man, you do play a very pretty knife and fork 
when yer get a chance, don't ver?” 

“owas very hungry,” said George, meekly, 

“Oh! its allright; yer welcome to ii, We don't pay much for 
our rabbits in these 
parts, What trade 
nay you follow 2" 

“To don't have oa 
trade at all: Im a 
Sarm dabourer.” 

“Outo work?” 

a) CL a 

“Huh! can yer 
danee or sing 2” 

“i—t don't know.” 

“Never tried, | supe 
pose)? 

“Lean sing a little, 
sid George. dubionaly, 

“Ohl! dont want 
n Sims Reeves. Do 
yer wantajeb?" 

“T should be very 
glad 2 

“Well, Fthink Lean 
fit yer, but the pay is 
hot hich, Yell get 
yer food—pleuty on it, 
as ve can seeyand EL 
give ve five shillings 
aweek.” 

“What will T have 
todo!” 

“Welll yell have to 
driven horse and earas 
van during te night 
when we are shitting 
towns, help to fit up the exhibition, and durin’ exhibition time 
yell be the great pertormin’ crocodile.” 

“The crocodile!” 

“Yes, the crocodile. My last crocodile wasn't no good at all. 
Ye couldn't depend upon him,” 

“That was bad!” 

“Bad !—bad wasn't a name for it. When he first Joined us he 
did very well fora bit, but he began to drink wlirky. We allowed 
him to drink on Sanday, because there was no showing, bat one 
day he siipta bottle of whisky into his box wich him, and he took 
drinks between exhibitions, and before aftericon he was ns tight 
as anew pair of boots, and offered to fight any man in the show, 
He was an Irishman, and the people sa 
dile who could speak Irish belure. We had to love the phtce ia 
hurry. The crowd 
threw rocks at the 
show, and 
knocked any 
amount of paint 
off the caravans, 
so L discharged 
him, and I've 
been out of a cro- 
codile since.” 

“Is the business 
difficult to learn?” 
asked George, 

“Not abit on it. 
You'll soon get up 
to the strings you 
have to pull to 
waz the tail and 
roll the eyes, and 
you can easily 
grunt out some 
sort of a song.” 

“Bat —but oa 
crocodile doesn't 
sing.” 

“* Mineallers do, 
Why, | tells the 
people the croco- 
dile cries like a 
‘aman being in 
distress to entrap 
the unwary tra- 
veller, and the 
crocodile cries, If 
n crocodile can 


Wars ute coed 


A secon! helping, 


“Twas very liungry." 


An Trish Crocodile 


: Seka en Cray oat i 
ery, it oneht to beable to sing, Say its done. the st 
will fit yer” 

“De -enid George, a 
Noright. Mi-sus Harmon, this gentler: tte ds one 
ecoecdt “—( To he eontanad hea t 


ey 


ping of stewed rabbis 


= Votd in 


ee 


No, 287.—FRANK M. BoyD, Esq., F.O.S. 

“ Edits the /elican, The smart, cheery little journal which chats 
80 brightlyof things in general, And the stage in particular. 
Tang line of ancestors, all in Church, Relations also. Peculiar, 
but points to natural affinity between Church and Stage. Had 
no yearning for the Pulpit. Familiarity breeds contempt. 
Thought with the late lamented Tom Squire. That * He would 
like to be a soldier.’ And serve his country. Latter served him. 
Bally. By ploughing him, Through army examiner. Crammer 
annoyed, And surprised. Said much bigger fools passed every 
year easily. Hardly complimentary. But very true. Took his 
disappointment well. But determined to become distinguished 
warrior. Of the pen. Which is proverbially mightier, Than 
the sword. Worked hard. With great success, The instant he 
put pen to paper. And his shoulder to the wheel, Did lots of 
stuff for the Bat, now defunct. Likewise the //awk. Still soaring. 
Distinct liking for ornithology. So called his journal after a 
bird. When he started it. Has never regretted the choice. Isa 
good all round pressman. Written well nigh everything. From 

nlice reports to Ladies’ letter. Only exception, Libel, Aud 

ntends to try his hand at that one day. When in want of 
change of diet. Andair, At present thinks that of 10 and 11 
Fetter Lane pure enough. And far preferable. To the atmosphere 
of Holloway. Has received many marks of esteem. But prizes 
none more. Than the ‘Sloper Award of Merit.’ Presented to 
him January 24th, 1891." —Debrett Improved. 


E sTicK. 

Magistrate. You say he beat you with your own stick and 
then hooked it over a wire fence, and yet I understaud you want 
t» charge him with stealing the stick. Why did you not take it 
off the fence and carry it home ? 


ZOO-ILLOGICAL STUDIES. 
The Parrotter. 


THE MISSING WORD—HALT! 


London : Printed by DALJEL BRoTHEKS, at their Camden Press, High Street, N.W. and Published by the Proprietor, GILBERT DALZIEL, at “ The Sloperies,” 99 Shoe Lane, London, E.C,—Saturday, December 24. 1> 


LOVE ONE ANOTHER. 


Dear Friend, Which one? 


(1) “Aha! would you, my lad?” observed the gallant though elderly Beanfeast, as 
he spotted a youthful ruffian about to commit a dastardly outrage. ‘No you don't! 
lovely woman shall never go unprotected whilst I——"——-(2) At that moment he 
stepped somewhat unexpectedly upon a slide, and the soles of his “ten and sixpenny 
hand-sewns" took to star-gazing, whilst Miss Catlap received a young avalanche on 


IMPUDENCE. 


Bow, Tuy a sprig o’ mistletoe, sir? 
Old Sowercrumpet (irritably), Now, do I look like a man 
as wants to buy mistletoe ? 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


Mabel. Do you think the audience noticed that song I sang so badly ? 


GIRLS SLOPER’S KISSED. 


priceless 


master ain't a hearl! 


UNREWARDED GALLANTRY. 


the back of her neck.— (3) “ Drat the boys!” she shrieked. 


(Saturday, December 24, 1892, 


Mary Jane (reads). “In an instant the Earl seize 

pearls, and with them dashed out the |, 
the Count. With a scream, Lady Muriel threw },.. 
arms, on which she wore, etc., etc.—""_— Lor’! | 


“Down I came with my little lot."— Popular Song, 


r 


'Tm glad 


“T see you, you youn 


limb, hiding under the wall! I may be short-sighted, but I've got you this time, yt 


varmint !"——(4) “ Take that, and learn better manners!” 


Then Beanfeast took 1, 


and with it the conviction that chivalry is its own reward, and that, the kuig!t- 


errant business is played out in these matter-of-fact days. 


UNKIND. 


be painted by hand. 
portrait. 


Wife. The Christmas cards we send away tls 


Hushand (furious at wailing for her). Send them: 


